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But a word or two must be said on the change which
overtakes all the travellers as soon as they cross the
frontier of this forest into Arden, so entirely different
from Lodge's forest of Ardennes.
To begin with, we can never understand the happiest
in Shakespeare, without a sense of his native wood-
magic. It may be too fanciful to say that he had some-
thing of the Faun in him: but certain it is that in play
after play he gets his people into a woodland, or a
wooded isle, where all are ringed around with enchant-
ment, and escape the better for it. It is so in A Mid*
summer-Night's Dream, in A Winters Tale, in The
Tempest. Men and women are lost to the world for a
time, to indulge their own happy proclivities and go
back somehow regenerated. We are not surprised by
anything that happens within this magic fence. Within
Arden we have snakes and lionesses, as within the im-
possible sea-coast of Bohemia, we find the stage-
direction, Exit pursued by a bear. Titania fondles a
clown and kisses the ass's head with which Puck has
decorated him. Strange hounds pursue Stephano and
Trinculo. Caliban is as credible as Audrey. Above all
presides the tolerant magician who, in this play, assem*
bles Dukes and courtiers—calling fools into a circle—•
providing them with healthy criticism of their folly.
But this is not all, or by any means all. This Arden, on
the south bank of Avon, endeared to him 'by its very
name (name of his mother), had been the haunt where
he caught his first 'native wood-notes wild,' as the path
by the stream had been his, known to this day as the
Lovers' Walk.
Time has softened down Stoneleigh-in-Arden to
a stately park, with Avon streaming through; but the
deer are there yet, and the ford that ' Makes sweet
music with the enamelled stones' over which the deer

